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definitely to be poured into a shape of which
he had no conception ; he had entered a dark
tunnel from which he might never emerge.

The sky was bewilderingly brilliant with
stars. Was the tunnel really so dark?
What a childish argument! Yet there he
was, excited, exhilarated, expectant. There
was nothing to expect. A man of parts did
not reach thirty without knowing exactly
what life had to give, Exactly. The rest
. was dreams and moonshine. And dreams
and moonshine were taking him along an
unknown road, exciting him, refusing to be
put away.

He knocked at the door of a little inn that
lay back from the road behind a big lozenge
of grass. In the moonlight it looked preter-
naturally clean, silvery, a fairy-tale house,
where you paid your bill with button mush-
rooms for shillings. But the man who opened
Scarcely belonged to the picture,

" Want a room ! Queer time o' night/'
The unmistakable implication was that not
the time of night but Mr. Boston was queer.
He hastened to explain.

" I meant to put up in Barnet. But the
night was so fine and cool that I took the
chance of pushing on."